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( JUL 23 1921' 

PREFACE. 



The tunes in this collection have, generally speaking, been written 
as sung by some of our best Gaelic singers. In a few instances 
two versions of the same air have attained popularity, and in such 
cases it was thought better to publish both sets. Want of 
space has compelled the publishers to give only a selection of the 
words of some of the songs, but they can be found in full in well-known 
collections of Gaelic poetry. For the sake of those who are un- 
acquainted with Gaelic, English as well as Gaelic words are given 
with each tune. Where translations had to be supplied both the 
ideas and the measure of the original have been preserved ; and in 
many cases Gaelic rhyme, which depends on the assonance of 
accented vowels, rather than English rh)mie, which pays more regard 
to a similarity in the final consonants, has been imitated. In con- 
clusion, the object of the publishers is to supply the increasing number 
of those who love Gaelic singing with a cheap, portable, and correct 
collection of popular Gaelic Melodies, 

Inverness, March, 1877. 
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GAELIC MELODIES 



WITH 



GAELIC and ENGLISH WORDS. 



Key E flat. 

U.n) I n.d>: 



HAC 00 AH lABLA BTTAIDF. 

The Earlie's Son. 



I I "i-iuu, iixiiu, lu iiu - lu, I m-iun, lunn, lu no - ro, j Hi-Iun, ilinn lu-ho-ro, 

Oh ! hear what Highland Norah said," The EarUe's son I "will not wed,Should all the race of nature die, And 



a>.,t I 1 .,s \n,lv\) I n,d'.-:s .1 1 s,n.~:r.,(a) 



Hi-lun, ilinn, in ho - ro, 



Hi-lun, ilinn, iuho - ro. 



1 1 .,n : s .,1 1 r .,d : d .(n) I n . d : s .,1 1 1 .,s : v\.,{t^ 

I Hilinn iu hug o - ro - i, 
none :je left but he and I, 



n,d'.-:d'.tjdMr'.,n:r.,(r) 

. Obai«id mlae chAoUlh de*m dheoln | Ou mac Og an laria Ruaidh 
For all the gold, for all the gear,For all the land both far and near, That 



I PVPi— : r .,d I r .,n : ^,(1) 1 1 .,s : n . s I r .,d : d . 

I Gu8 an cuir a' bheinn ud shios, | Culaobh ris a bheinn ud shuas. 
erer valour lost or won, I would not wed the Earlie's son." 



** Cha teid mise chaoidh de m' dheoin 

Gu mac og an larla Ruaidh, 
Gus an dean an eala bhan 

Nead gu h-ard air bharr nan stuadh. 
Cha teid mise chaoidh de m' dlieoin 

Gu mac og an farla Ruaidh, 
Gus an cuir am bradan breac 

Tri chuir mhear an cro nan uan.'* 
Thog a muime thall a ceann — 

'* 'S gorach learn do chainnt, a luaidh ; 
Bheir thu gaol roimh Fheill*an-roid 

Do mhac og an laria Ruaidh. 
Cainnt nan og-bhean tha mar dhriuchd 

A ni grian a shughadh suas ; 
Ma 'n tig Samhainn bi'dh tu posd' 

Aig mac og an laria Ruaidh/' 
A bheinn ud shuas 's a bheinn ud shios 

Cha do charaich riamh 's cha ghluais ; 
Ach thug Mairi gsiol gun gho 

Do mhac og an larla Ruaidh. 
Tha 'n eala gur 's an eilean bhan 

'S am bradan tarr-gheal feadh a chuain, 
'S tha Mairi nis na ceile phosd' 

Aig mac og an larla Ruaidh« 



*' A maiden's vows," Old Callum spoke, 

" Are lightly made and lightly broke ; 

The heather on the mountain's height 

Begins to bloom in purple light ; 

The ftx>st-wind soon will sweep away 

That lustre deep from glen and brae ; 

Yet, Norah, ere its bloom be done. 

May blithely wed the Earlie's son.'' 

••The swan," she said, "the lake's clear breast, 

May barter for the eagle's nest ; 

The Awe's fierce stream may backward turn, 

Ben-Cniachan fall, and crush Kilchurn ; 

Our kilted clans, when blood is high, 

Before their foes may turn and fly ; 

But I, were all these marvels done, 

Would never wed the Earlie's son." 

Still in the water-lilies' shade. 

Her wonted nest the wild swan made, 

Ben-Cruachan stands as fast as ever, 

Still downward foams the Awe's fierce river, 

To shun the clash of foeman's steel 

No Highland brogue has turned the heel, 

But Norah's heart is lost and won — 

She's wedded to the Earlie's son. 



Gaelic words old ; English by Sir Walter Scptt. 
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HOLADH HA LAHDAIDH. 

Thb Praise of Islay. 



d .,d :n .,fl s .a ;b .^' 

thall nd an Aird-mhor, Aite 




r" .,t : d' .,1 l.s _. s ; n .,f I s .,s : 1 .,t I d' .,t 

'choUichd]inibfai8ghe6idh;Ait'mo| ehrldhe Itme ghaoU.Far'n 



see afar yon hill Ardmore, The beating billows wash its shore. But, ah! its beauties bloom no more,For 

d' ./I : r Id. 

aotrom, ain - meil, 
* ' - lay. 



more in Is 

d .,d 
.,d 



flo ro 
gain the 



:n 
:d 
.,n :8 
.,d :d 

- lein-ich, 

- land. Oh ! 

.,S :1 
.,n :f 
•, d' : d' 
:f 

-ich, 
son 



•,8 

,d 

ho 
my 

.,t 



Is 
In 
Id' 
Id 

Ide, 

Id' 
Is 
Id' 



In 

smile 



., d : f ., f 

- lein - ich, ho 
lis - ing son can 

'S ged thA 'n Landaidh creagach, dar, 
*S moch a dh' eireaa oirre 'ghrian ; 
Imilfl nam ba-ladgh 'b nam fiadh, 
'S ga 'm b'e mo mhiann bbi thall aniu 

Ho ro, Ac 
'8 trie a leag mi air a' bhmaich 
Earbft ghlas a' mhnineil maidh ; 
. Bhiodh an liath-«hearc leam a nnas, 
A's ooJlMch madh an dranndainn. 

Ho ro, &c. 
O I mo ghaol air He 'n fheoir, 
Far an d' fhnair mi m' arach og ; 
Far am bhdl na h-naislean ooir — 
Bn toil leo ceol a's dannsadh. 

Hozo, Ac 



:8 
:n 
:d' 
:d 

Ho 
Oh! 

:1 

:f 

:r' 
:t, 

GubheU 
With gold 






.,8 

.,d' 

.,d 

1 

my 
.,S 

.,n 
.,s 



mo 
. en 



.,t 
.,f 
.,1 

tirn 

.,n 
.,d 

.,8 

.,d 

run 'san 
beams on 



f 
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ri - 
dear, 

d> 



di 
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ho 
na 

:r 

:t, 
:f 
:s, 

Lan 
Is 



.,1 

.,fe 

tive 



!.?.... 

i's7' 

thn, 
soil! 



.,s 



,8| 
A- 



Id 

Id 
In 
Id 

daidh. 
hiy. 



There eagles rise on soaring wing, 
And herons watch the g^ni^ing spring ; 
And heath-cocks, with their whirring, bring 

Their own delight to Islaj. 

Oh I my Island, &c 
Though Islay's shore is rodcj, drear, 
Early doth the sun appear 
On leafy brake and fallow deer. 

And flocks and herds in Islaj. 

Oh I my Island, &c. 
Oh my Island I my Isle I 
Oh my dear, my native soil I 
From thee no scene my heart can wile 

That's wed with love to Islay. 

Oh I my Island, Ac 

Name of author miknown. 



OLAOHAK OHIIHH DA-RUAII. 



The Kirk of Glen Daruel. 
KcyF. 
C . 8i I d .,r : n . 8 I r .,d : d . 8| 

(, Di - I domhnaich rinn mi chomh - lachadh, Bean 

Twas on a Sunday mom that first I 
S6i»d,—ilo chaileag bhiangheal, mheall-shuileach, A 
Chonu.^'My bonnle, blue-eyed, hearty lass. The 



d« ,t I 1 

modhar glua 

kindest dear 

dh' fhas gu f allan fuas 

girl that once I knew 



d .d 

og is 
met my 



{| 



d".t:l .d'l8 .n:n .1 |8 ,4— : n ./n I r 

guth mar cheol na smeoralche, 'Smar j bhilean ros a gruaidh • 
rose's hue adorned her cheek, Her voice was sweet and chee 
trom mo cheum o'n dhealafch sinn Aig Glachan Ghlinn Da - Bu 
joyless since we parted at The Kirk of Glen Da - m 



:d 

ean. 

- ail. 

- eL 



:s .l,t 

sad: Tha 

ie. The 

gaUt, Our 

weU, I'm 

D.C. 



KcyF. 



SECOND TUNE. 
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'N uair b' fhileant' briathra mhinisteir, 

A fiosrachadh mu 'r truailleachd, 
Bba mise coimhead durachdach 

Na seirc tha 'd shuil neo-luainich. 
Mo chaileag, &c. 
O, *s truagh nach robh mi 's m' iuUeagan 

Air ^ridh 'n cois nam fuar-bheans ! 
Bu shocalr s6imh a chaidilinn, 

'S i 'm achlais, air an luachair. 
Mo chaileag, &c. 

Words by Angus Fletcher, 



And while the fluent minister 

About our sins waxed stormy, 
I gazed upon the innocence 

Her eyes revealed before me. 
My bonnie, Ac, 
O, would I were, my maid, with thee, 

Among the hills abiding, 
How soft my rushy bed should be. 

With thee, my love, beside me. 
My bonnie, <bc. 

Dunoon ; translation by L. Macbean. 



lOBRAH HA H-IMBICH CHUAIH. 

The Emigration Lament, 



K^P. 

Chaidh 
We've 


Tenderly, 
d :r 

sin - ne 
gone to 


tS 


n : — 

twigh, 
shore 


:s 

A 
With 


r :d 

choimhid - 
those, who 


:r 

eachd 
no 


n 

chalch, 
more 


:d 

ChB 
Shall 


1, :d 

tm lad 
.M« tb«ir 


own 


Si : — 

brath 
isle 


:d 

An 

For 


n :r 

taobh 
ev 


! — ■ 


d 

so; 
er; 


:8 

lx>ng 
The 


1 :d' 

iar - ninn 
ship's now 


:1 

fo'm 
their 


boon, 
home, 


:n 

A' 

Through 


r :d 

ba - dradh 
white curl 


:1 

nan 
■ ing 


8 

tonn, 
foam 


:d 

Tha 
They 


1, :d 

feadh - ainn 
speed, some 


a'm 
in 


S| !- 
fonn 
Joy, 


:8 

»Scuid 
Some 


n :r 

tuhrs 
weep 


S •"■ 


d : 

each, 
ing. 



Clann bheaga ri g^ir, 
A' mh^thair fo phr&imh ; 
Fir mhbr* ann an sas, 

*S iad citirrte. 
Fras-shileadh nan deur, 
Gu tosdach, ach geur : 
A' sealltuinn 'n an d^igh, 

Le ctiram. 
Iad f(6in dol an iar, 
'S an talamh dol siar ; 
Cha 'n fhaicear leo sian 

Ach Mtiimeag 1 
Seall I Muimeag dol uap' 
I dol fodha 's a' chuan ; 
Fir is mnii gun tuar, 

'G a h-ionndrain. 
lonndrain eil' ac' ma ti, 
Toirt cridh' goirt agus cnimh' 
Luchd an gaoil is an d^imh 

Toirt cdl doibh. 
Dh* fhdg sud iad 'n an d^igh, 
Ni nach fkgar 's nach trdig, 
Comunn bl^th latha Dh6 

'S a' chtibaid. 
Mu 'n trie chruinnich an sLuagh 
A sh&baid 's a luan, 
Le m6r air' agus cluais 

Do 'n sgeula. 
Leigeam seachad an d^n ; 
*S deanam (unuigh a ghnkh, 
Gu ruig iad cala a's fbarr, 

Na Ciubeic 1 



See, childhood's glad eye ; 
But list, woman's sigh I 
Ev'n manhood's stout heart 

Is breaking. 
Hot streaming tears fldw, 
Now silent, in woe, 
lliey're looking behind 

In sorrow. 
Still sailing on west, 
From the land they love best, 
They gaze upon naught 

But Mdimeag I 
See Mtiimeag depart i 
Dear hill of their heart, 
Now lost to their view, 

For ever 1 
Dear friends, loved so well. 
Are left far behind, 
Fond, bleeding hearts swell 

With anguish. 
When far, far away. 
They'll think of God's day, 
His house, and the saints' sweet 

Communion. 
There, each Sabbath-day, 
Besides oft to pray, 
They gathcr'd to hear the 

Glad tidings. 
Now hushed be my song, 
For those forced to roam 
Thus driven from home 

And kindred. 



Gaelic words by Rev. Mr M*Rae, Lewis ; English by J, G. 
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THBOD HO BHEAV. 



My Wife has Scolded me. 
Key B flat. Lightly, 

\ ( .d) I d .,li:li .Si I n, .s,:si .,(si) 

f iSB^iL— O I throdmobhean Bgu'n | throd i rium, 
dhoruf— Hy wife has scolded, scolded me, And 
Is aim a thulrt i rium gu dur 
She told me with an angry frown That 



I d .,ti : li .,ti 

I ghabh i mi-thlachd 

an - gri - ly she 
Oum bu bhodach 
I am old 



d 



n .8 :n .,t I d .n :8i .(Si) 

bho nach b'abhaist | dhi trod rium Gu'n 
nev - er used to scold at me— I 
iarr-ainn lamh a chur ri turn, Ach 
ne'er was but a clum - sy clown- 
** Dh-fba£f thu mise *n cas gu leor 
Leis a gbradh a thug thu 'n phoit, 
*S cha-n aithreach leat mar tha mo sheol, 
Ged tha mi bronach, bochduinneach. 

O, throd mo bhean, &c. 
Dh-ol thu, mhoisein, — dh-ol thu bho 
Bha 'gar beathachadh gach lo — 
'S gur math mur h-ol thu 'phaidhir bhrog 
A th' air do spogan rosadach. 

O, throd mo bhean, ^c. 
Clos cha-n fhaigh mi feadh na h-oich', 
*S mi 'nam chruban. Ian de dh-oillt 
Gun-tachdar thu, le d* bhruchdail roic, 
'S tu air do shloichd 's an ospadaich. 

O, throd mo bhean, die. 
Och nan och ! gur mis' tha truagh : 
B* fhearr gun robh mi anns an uaigh, 
Na bhi posda riut, a thruail, 
A dhuine shuaraich, shocharaich I " 

Oj throd mo bhean, &c. 



l| 



d .,r : n .,(n) 

a - gus dium. Is 

scowled at me ; She 

mi gun tur, Nach 

and worthless grown. And 

D. C. 

: n .,T Id . li : 1| . 

throd mi chlonn gu'n | throd i rium. 
scold - ed back as bold as she. 
iom-airt cuim gu sois - tinn - each. 
-That's what my old wife told me now. 

Your drunken ways have brought me low, 
The helpless love of drink you show, 
You do not care a straw although 

You know I'm brought to poverty. 
My wife, &c. 
You've drunk, you brute, you've drunk the cow 
That kept us all in food till now, 
'T will be a miracle I trow, 

If you don't drink the brogues you wear. 
My wife, &c. 
I never can get rest at night, 
But crouch beside you full of fright. 
You groan and snore with all your might, 
And gasp and choke, and snore again. 
My wife, &c. 
Och nan och 1 how much I rue 
That I should wed a thing like you, 
I would prefer, indeed I do, 

Beneath the churchyard mould to be." 
My wile, &c. 



Gaelic words said to be by John Dingwall ; translation by L. Macbean. 



FEAS A BHATA. 

The Boatman. 
Key E flat. Slowly, 

f(.r) : r ./I I f : d' .,1 tj^ .f I n . : n,s.(l) : 1 .^ I r : d .r : n .,r I r,d.- : 1, 

(. »Stricmi | sealltuinno'nchnoca's | air - deTDh'fheuch am | faic mi fear a | SST - ta, 

My eyes are of • ten to seaward turn - ing— For thee, my boatman, my heart is yearning, 

fljjMd.— Fhir a bhi - ta, na ho-ro el - le, FWr a bhft - ta, naho-ro ei le, 

Cftorw.— O, my boatman, na ho-ro ai - la, 0, my boatman, na ho-ro ai - la, 

D. C. for Choruf . 



I (. r) : r .,n I f : s . f : n . r 

* An tig thn'n I diugh no an tig thu 

When may I hope for my love's re 

Fhhr a bhJl - ta, na ho - ro 

O, my boatman, na ho-ro 



18 .,(s):l .d' 



•>! 



malnacht '8 nuurtlfthn 

turn -ing? 0, do not 

eile, 

ai - 



la. 



r' :dM : l,s.n I r :r . 

i - dir gurtruagha | ta mi ! 

leave me, a • lone and mourn - ing. 
Gu ma slan duit 'sgach ait' an taid thu. 
Happy be thou where'er thou sail - e9t! 



Tha mo chridhe-sa briste, briiite ; 
'S trie na deoir a ruith o m' sh^lean ; 
An tig thu nochd. na 'm bi mo dhtiil riut ? 
Na 'n dtiin mi 'n dorus, le osna thursaich ? 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, die. 
'S trie mi foighneachd de luchd nam b^ta, 
Am fac iad (hti, na 'm bheil thu s&bhailt ; 
Ach 's ann a tha gach aon diubh 'g rkite, 
Gur g6rach mi, ma thug mi griLdh dhuit. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo eile, dtc. 
Bi'dh mi tuille gu tiirsach, deurach, 
Mar eala bh^n 's i an d^igh a reubadh ; 
Guileag b^s aic* air lochan feurach, 
A*s each uile an deigh a tr^igsinn. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, Ac. 

Authoress unknown ; 



Broken-hearted am I, and weary ; 
Adown my cheeks flow the frequent teardrops j 
Shall I expect thee, my love, to cheer me ? 
Or close the door, sighing sad, and weary ? 

O, my boatman, ire. 
I ask the boatmen who pass beside me 
If they can tell me what could betide thee ; 
But when I ask them, they only chide me, 
And say my love has been sore misguided. 

O, my boatman, Ac. 
With love and sorrow my heart is aching, 
Like hapless swan by the shaft o'ertaken ; 
She sings her death-song upon the lakelet, 
By all her comrades and friends forsaken. 

O, my boaitnuiA, Ac 
translation by L. Macbean. 
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XO HHAII BHEAO 00. 
My Dear Little May. 



I Nach I 



d' 



Ban, Mo 



n : r .,a I d : — . i 

tmaghleatnil'smi'm prio • san. Mo | Mba - 11 bheas osf Do 

thou not see my an - z^i^^. My dear little May? j^ 



.A 



I * ,d' : ri .^1 I t 

I ehairdean a cor binn 

dungeon dark I Ian 

I r ji : s ^1 I d< 

I bhean nam ma - la mi 

maiden's eyes were clear 

I di .,t : 1 .,8 I di 

I tu nach fliagadb shios 

thine, my loy • ing cheer 



: 1 .,8 

orm. Mo 
guish. My 

ne 'S nam 
er, JTo 

: 8 .,f 

mi Le 
er, My 



Di-domhnaicb anns a ghleann duinn. 

Mo Mhali bheag eg, 
Nuair tboisich mi ri cainnt riut. 

Mo chuid de*n t-saoghal mhor ; 
Nuair dh* fhos^ail mi mo sRuilean 
'S a sheall mi air mo churnobh 
Bha marcacb an eich chnithaich 

Tigb*n dlu air mo lorg. 

Is mise bb* air mo bbiiaireadh, 

Mo Mbali bheag og, 
Nuair tbain* an sluagh mu*D cuairt duinn, 

Mo ribhinn glan ur ; 
Is truagh nacb ann *san uair sin 
A tbuit mo Iamb o m' gbualainn, 
Mu*n d'amais mi do bhualadh, 

Ho Mbali bheag og. 

Gur boidbche learn a dh' fbas thu. 

Mo Mbali bheag og, 
Na*n lili anns an fhasacn, 

Mo cbeud ghradh 's mo ruin ; 
Mar aiteal caoin na greine 
Am maduinn chiuin ag eiridb, 
B'e sud do dbreach is t-eugais 

Mo Mhali bheag og. 

Is truagh a rinn do ehairdean, 

Mo Mhali bheag og, 
Nuair thoirmisg iad do ghradh dhomh, 

Mo chuid de'n t-saogbal thu ; 
Na*n tugadh iad do lamh dhomh 
Cha bhitbinn anns an am so 
Fo bhinn airson mo ghradh dhuit. 

Mo Mbali bheag og. 

Ged bheirte mi bbo*n bhas so, 

Mo Mhali bheag og, 
Cha'n iarrainn tuille dalach, 

Mo cbeud ghradh *s mo ruin ; 
B*annsa *n saoghal s' fhogail, 
*S gu'm faicinn t'aodann gbradhach, 
Gun chuimhn' bhi air an am sin 

'S an d* ibag mi thu ciuirt*. 
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: 1 .>8 I 8 : 1 .^t 

mar na flo • gois. Is 

could be dear • er. Than 

: r .,d I d : — • 

ruin do bheoil. 

Uttie May. 



Oh 1 hapless love that sought thee 

My dear little May ; 
Oh 1 fatal tryste that brought thee 

Along yon green brae ; 
I had but stood beside thee, 
When, having glanced behind me, 
I saw thy friends come riding 

In angry array. 

My heart with anger bounded, 

My dear little May, 
To see us thus surrounded, 

My lady so gay ; 
Ob ! had I lost my arm then. 
Before it chanced to harm thee. 
So innocent and charming. 

My darling young May. 

Thy form was fairer, purer, 

My dear little May, 
Than lily on the moorland, 

My loved one for aye ; 
Like mellow morning glory 
That streams o'er rock and corrie, 
So shines thy beauty o*er thee, 

My bright little May. 

But cursed lei their pride be, 

My dear little May, 
That they should have denied me 

My sweet little May : 
For had thy friends bestowed thee. 
My tears had never flowed for 
The luckless love I showed thee, 

My kind little May. 

What though my life were spared me. 

My dear little May ? 
Thou dost no longer share it. 

My darling for aye ; 
I fain would be away, then, 
With thee my love to stay, where 
We'll both forget the day when 

I wounded my May. 



Composed by a Highland gentleman who had the misfortune accidentally to kill his sweet- 
heart, M'hile attempting to defend himself and her against her father's retainers. Translation 
by L. Macbean. 
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Una of Ulva. 








Key E. Sloiuly. 
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The 


sea - birds 


} n :- :f r :- 

0, i hoi - 
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red light- 
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Cun tiginn an taobh so, 

A dh' amharc luraidh, a's Sg:arbaidh : 

Beir mo sboraidh do'n duthaich, 

Tha fo dhubhar nan garbh-bheann. 

Gu Sir Tormod ur, allail, 

Fhuair ceannas air arraailt ; 

'S giin caint' anns gach fearann, 

Gum b' airidh fear t-ainm air. 

I h-urabh O, &c. 
Gun caint* anns gach fearann, 
Gum b* airidh fear t-ainm air ; 
Fear do chcille, 's do ghliocais, 
Do mhisnich, 's do mheanmainn. 
Do chruadail, 's do ghaisge, 
Do dhreach, 'us do dhealbha ; 
Agus t-olachd a*s t-uaisle, 
Cha bu shuarach ri leanmhuinn. 

I h-urabh O, &c. 
Agus t-olachd a*s t-uais1e, 
Cha bu shuarach ri leanmhuinn ; 
Dh-fhuil direach righ Lochluinn ; 
B* e sid toiseach do sheanachais. 
Tha do chairdeas so-iarraidh, 
Ris gach larla tba 'n Albuinn ; 
*S ri uaislean na h-Eireann, 
Cha breug) ach sgeul dearbht' e. 

I h-urabh O, &c. 

'S ri uaislean na h-Eireann, 
Cha bhreug ach sg-eul dearbht* e ; 
A mhic an fhir chliuitich, 
Bha gu fiughantach ainmeaL 
Thug barrachd an gliocas, 
Air gach Ridir bha 'n Albuinn ; 
Ann an cogadh 's an sio*-chainnt, 
,S ann an dioladh an aii^eid. 
I h-urabh O, &c. 
Gaelic by Maxy Madeod, Harris ; English (not a translation) from '* Albyn's Anthology.*' 



To mid-Lom*s bleak mountains, false I ver resorted: 
Ere long, the fair maid of DunoUy he courted, 
Despite of her kindred, the treacherous rover 
Escaped with his captive to Kerrara over. 
The maid off-borne, he laughs to scorn 
The Chief of Lorn, and clansmen brave ; 
Far, far from home now fain to roam, 
He braves the foam and trusts the wave. 

His galley (a stout prow) from Norway late gifted 

He launches unfearingly — has the breeze shifted ? 

It has— 'tis now adverse — the tempest is lowering ; 

On Jura's blue peaks, lo, the storm-clouds are 
pouring. 
To Erin bound, thro* Jura's sound. 
False Iver found his flight was vain. 
He Scarba nears, to west he veers, 
And straight he steers to sweep the main. 

On a rock all alone he spies Una distracted, 

While pierced with remorse for her wrongs long 
protracted, 

His grasp drops the rudder— behold how he 
trembles, 

A ghost newly damned, lo, pale Iver resembles. 
Cor'vrechkan's roar appals full sore ; 
False Iver's core, while drawing nigh 
That whirlpool dread (the sea-snakes bed), 
Lo ! right ahead spumes foam on high. 

How swift to the vortex the galley is gaining ; 

But oh! 'tis in vain, ye stout rowers, your straining ; 

In the bottomless whirlpool engulph'd is that rover 

Who to Una of Ulva had proved a false lover. 
So perish those, true love's fell foes, 
Who vile disclose false-hearted hate, 
While all who love and faithful proves 
Rise far above the ills of fate. 
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18 TOIOE lEAX A GEAIDEBAITAOHD. 

I LoTE THE Highlands. 
Key F. — Beating twice in the measure. 
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Is toigh leam 'n an dels* lad o'm mullach gu 'm 

bonn, 
Am breacan, an t-osan, an sporan 's am bann ; 
Is toigh leam iad sgeadaicht an eideadh an tir, 
Ach 's suarach an deise seach seasmhachd an 

cridh'. 

Sheas iad an dutbaich *s gach cuis agus eas, 
Duais-bhrathaidh cha ghabliadh ged chuirte iad 

gubas; 
'S ged sbarraicht' an spiorad 's ged leigte an 

ceann, 
Bha 'n cridhe cho daingeann ri carraig nam 

beann. 

Is toigh leam na h-igh'nagan 's b* ainneamh an 

t-am 
Nach bithinn 'n an cuideachd 'n uair gheobhainn 

bhi ann, 
'S na 'm faighinn-se te dhiubh a dutbaich mo 

chridh', 
Gu'n siubhlainn-se leatha gu iomall gach tir. 

Is toigh leam a Ghaidhlig, a bardachd 's a ceolv 
Is trie thogi nios sinn 'nuairbhiodhmaid foleon,' 
'S i dh'ionnsaich sinn tra' ann an laithean ai n-oig, 
*S nach fag sinn gu brath gus an laidh sinn fo'n 
fhoid.. 

Nistha duthaich ar gaoildol fb chaoirich *s fo 

fheidh, ' 

Sinn.ga*r fuadach thar saile mar bharrlach gun 

fheum ; . . .. • 

Ach tbigeadh an cruaidh-chas, *s co sheasas an 

stoirm? > 

O, CO ach na balaicb le 'm boineidean gorm ! 

Canar an gaisge 's an domhan mu n cuairt!, 
Air sgiatba'bh na gaoithean ga sgaoiieadh thar 

chuan, . . • . • 

A*s fhad' 's a bhios rioghachd na'seasamh air 

fonn, 
Bi*dh cuimbne gu dilinn air euchdan nan sonn. 



A brave Highland boy, when light-footed he goes, 
With plaid, and with kilt, diric, sporah, and hose; 
O, who will compare with my Highlander then, 
When he comes fresh and fair hke a breeze from 
the ben 1 



When foemen were banded to spoil and annoyi 
Who then fronted death like my brave Highland 

boy? 
For his cause and his country, in battle's rude 

shock, 
When kingdoms were reeling, he stood like a 

rock. 

And the dear Highland lasses, bad tuck to. the 

day, ^ . ' , . . ! 

When I look in their faces and wish them away ; 
111 cross the wide seas to Iheir far coral isles, 
With Mary to lighten the road with her smiles. 



And the songs of the Gael on their pinion of fire, 
HoW'^jft have they lifted' «iy heart from the mire ; 
On the lap of my mother I lisped them to God ; 
Let them float round my grave, when I sleep 
'neath the sod« ....... 



But now with niere sheep they have peopled the 

brae, 
And flung the brave clansmen like rubbish away; 
But should foes we have vaui^uished the struggle 

renew, . < • ■ - . , 

They'll sigh for the boys with" the bonnets of 

bluel 

Where the East and the West by broad billows 
are bounded, '• 

The Gael ^hail be known and his fame '/shall be 
sounded; 

While thrones shall' have honour, and right shall 
prevail, 

Loud ages shall echo the praise of the QaoL 



Written by John Campbell, Ledaig ; translation by Professor Blackie. 
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Key B flat. IVt^A spirit. 

r :1, .,1 I d iid :8| .Hi 

[ Ohruagacli jdhonn a bhroUicli 

Love - ly nymph with face so 



ftHBVA0AOE DEOXX. 

Bkown-Hai&ed Nymph. 



8i :d .,ti I li .,li :cl .,r In 

bhaiiii Chum a | chodhail rium Di • | mairt^ 
fair, Bo - 6om white aud au - burn hair, 



< :8 .,n I r .4 :r ./i I Si :li .,d In .,d :r .d I 1| 

I Olimagach | dhonn a bliroilich j bhain, Ou ma | slan a clii mi | thu. 
Siowu-liaired nymph bo kind and fair, Joy for - e'er I pray for thee. 



Ghruagach dhonn gun gho, gun fhoill, 
Chum a choinneamh rium an raoir, 
Bha mi comhra4h riut 's a cboille, 
Sinn an caoimhneas diomhaireach. 

Ghruagach dhonn, &c. 
Rinn mi coinneamh riut gle og, 
Ann an coille dhluth nan cno« 
Bhithinn 'g eisdeacbd ri do cheol, 
'b bha do phog mar fhigis learn. 

Ghruagach dhonn, &c. 
Gun robh ise fallain, slan, 
Chum a chodhail rium Di-mairt, 
larguin m' aigne 's m' airsneul phramh, 
'S mo cbion-graidh da-rireadh thu. 

Ghruagach dhonn, &c. 



Brown-haired nymph, so kind and free, 
Yestereve I roamed with thee 
Through the bonnie woods, where we 

Used to be so gay, my dear. 
Lovely nymph, &c. 
Young were we when first we strayed 
Through the pleasant wooded glaidCi 
Where, beneath the hazel shade, 

My dear maid so gaily sang. 
Lovely nymph, &c. 
Sweet as music in my ear 
Was thy voice so low and clear, 
Brown-haired maid I loved thee dear. 

And my tears betray my love. 
Lovely nymph, &c« 



Gaelic words old ; translation by H. W. and L. M. 



PIOSV-AIBIDH. 



Key A. SpiriUdly. 

((.8):d .,d I 8 

l 50iMZ.— Birich 
Chorus. — Ayreech 

Tha 'niatha 

The wind is 



Farewell to Fiunary. 



,8 :f .^ I r .,(r):n .,li 
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math 's an soirbheas cinin ; Tha 'n nine 
fair, the day is flue. And BwiftJy, 
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aghus chookee'ng, ! 
roith 'a an t-am dhuinn dluth ; 
swiftly, runs the time; 



((.8):1, .,1, 

( Eirich 

Ayreech 

Tha 'm bata 

The boat is 



d .4 :r .,n 

agus tiugainn, 
aghus chookeeng, 
featheamh fo a 
floating on the 



8 .8 :1 ,8 I 8 .,n :r .d Id . 

O ! Mo shoraidh ' slan le Fionn - air - | idh. 
O ! Farewell, Fare - well to Fiun - ar - y. 
siuil Ou 'm thoirt a null o Fhionn - air - idh. 
tide, That wafts me off from Fiun - ar - y. 



D. C. 



Tha iomadh mile ceangal blath 
Har shaighdean annam fein an sas ; 
Mo chridhe *n impis a bhi sgainnt' 

A chionn bhi fagail Fhionn-airidh. 
Eirich agus, <bc. 
Pu trie a ghabh mi sgriob leam fein 
Mu'n cuairt air luchairt Fhinn, an trcun, 
'S a dh' eisd mi sgeulachdan na Feinn', 

'G an cur an ceill am Fionn-airidh. 
Eirich agus, &c 
'S bu trie a sheall mi, feasgar Mairt, 
Far am biodh Oisein seinn a dhan, 
A* coimhead grein' aig iomadh trath, 

Dol seach gach la 's mi *m Fionn-airidh. 
Eirich agus, &c. 



A thousand, thousand tender ties 
Awake, this day, my plaintive sighs ; 
My heart within me almost dies 

At thought of leaving Fiunary. 
Ayreech aghus, Ac. 
With pensive steps I've often strolled 
Where Fingal's Castle stood of old, 
And listened while the shepherds told 

The legend tales of Fiunary. 
Ayreech aghus, &c, 
IVe often paused at close of day, 
Where Ossian sang his martial lay : 
And viewed the sun's departing ray 

Wand'ring o'er Dun-Fiunary. 
Ayreech aghus, dsc. 



English words by Dr Norman M*Leod (Caraid nan Gaidheal) ; translated by the late ' 
Archibald Sinclair, Glasgow* 
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EILEAV AS FHBAOIOH. 

The Isle of the Heather. 
Key B flat. Boldly, 
1, I d :-.ti:li 
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riamh 'sanTaobh | Tuath, 

now as of yore, 

Eil • ean an Fhraoich, 

isle I a - dore. 
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its shore ; 

's nan naosg ! 

the roe, 
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siol 

bam 

bo, 

lived 



An t-Eilean ro mhaiseach, gur pailt ann am bladh ; 
*S e Eilean a's aillt' air 'n do dheallraich a ghrian ; 
'S e Eilean mo ghraidbs' e ; bha Ghallig ann riamh, 
'S cha *n fhalbh i gu brath as gu 'n traigh an Cuan 
Siar! 

'N am eiridh na greine air a shleibhtibh bi'dh ceo, 
Bi'dh bhanarach ghuanach 'a a bhuarach 'n a dom 
Si gabhail a duanaig 's i 'g uallacb nam bo, 
'S mac-talla nan creag ri toirt freagairt d' a ceol. 
Air feasgar an t-samhraidh bi'dh sunnt air gach 



Bi'dh ehuthag Is fonn oirr' ri oran di fein ; 
Bi'dh niseag air Ion agus smeorach air geig, 
'S air cnnic ghlas' is leointean uain oga ri leum. 

Oach dnine bha riamh ann bha ciatamh ac' dha, 
Gach ainmhidh air sliabh ann cha 'n iarr as gu brath; 
Gttch ian theid air sgiath ann bu mhiaun leis ann 

tamh; 
'S bu mhiann le gach iasg a bhi cliathadh ri thraigh. 

Nam faighinn mo dhurachd 's e luiginn bhi og, 

'S gun ghnothach aig aois rinm fhad 's a dh' 

fhaodainn bhi beo ; 
Bhi am bhnachaill 'air airidh fo shall nam oeann mor 
J'ar am faighinn an cais' 's bainne blath air sou ol. 

Cha 'n fhacas air tidamh leam sealladh a's boidhch* 
Na ffhrian a dol sios air taobh siar Eilean Leoghais ; 
Croah-laoigh anns an luacha^, 's am buachaiU' 'n 

an toir, 
G' an tional gu airidh le al de laoigh og'. 
Air fea^B^ a gheamhraidh theid tionndadh gu 

gniomh 
B toirt eolais do chlann bi'dh gach seann duine liath; 
Gach iaupair le shnathaid ri caradh a lion, 
Gach nii^ean ri oardadh 's a mathair ri sniomh. 

B'e mo mhiann bhi's na badan 's 'na chleaohd nil bhi 

og 
B direadh nan creag anns an neadaich na h-6oin ; 
O'n thainiff mi Ghlascho tha mi' aigneadh fo bhron, 
'8 m : call mo chuld elaistneachd le glagrtdeh nan 

ord. 
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with a - bun - dance o'er 
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grow, 
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rills; 

D. C. for Choru 
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This dearest of isles 1b so fertile and fair 
That no other island may with it compare ; 
Here (Gaelic was spoken in ages gone by. 
And here it will live till the ocean runs dry. 

At dawning of day, when there's mist on the hill. 
The milk-maids go skipping by fountain and rill. 
When milking the cattle, they raise a sweet song. 
And softly the echoes the chorus prolong. 
The notes of the cuckoo are welcomed in May, 
And the blackbird sings blithe on the sweet-scented 

spray ; 
The lark and the mavis pour forth their sweet lay, 
While the lambs in the meadows are sprightly at play. 

The man who is bom in this isle of the main 
Would not leave it for honour, for title, or gain, 
I'he birds here that wander they leave it no more. 
And the fish of the sea linger close by its shore. 

Could I get my wish, and be once more a boy, 
I 'd thither return and its pleasures enjoy, 
A shepherd, to wander o'er heather-clad hills. 
And drink a cool draught from its bright mountain 
rills. 



There ne'er was a picture more lovely to see 
Than the sun as he sinks in the blue western sea : 
When homeward the cattle are wending their way, 
And all things are still at the close of the day. 

In the long winter evenings we sit by the fire, 
And the children are taught by their hoary-hair'd sire, 
A story is told as our fish nets we dam. 
While the maidens, with distaff, are spinning the 
yam. 

If I had my wish I Would sail o'er the main, 
And return to the Isle of the Heather again ; 
Since coming to Glasgow I've always been sad. 
And the classing of hammers Ib driving me mad. 



Words by M. Maclcod, Gotan ; translation by H. Whyte, Glasgow. 
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. SITAIV VA KAIXIOH. 

Cutting Fbrks. 
Key G. Tenderly, 

U li .li : 1 I B .n : s I n .,r : ti .,li I Si .li : ti .Si I li .li : 1 I b ji : b 

\ I Catting ferns on the cairns, | As I'm bidden by my lover, | Here I stay all the day, 

Tha mi sgith *8 mi learn fhin, buain na roinich, buain na rainich, Tha mi sgith 's mi leam fhin, 
(Hameeskee smeelemheen, booana rainich, booanarainich Hameskee emeelemheen) 



(I 



n .,r : ti ./i I li : li 

sad at heart and wea - ry 
buain na rainich, daonnan ; 
(booanarainich dao - nan. 



{] 



n .,r : ti .,li I Si .li : ti .8 

Tf my lover could discover j 
Cul an tomain,braigh an tomain 
CkMlan doman braee an doman, 
D. C. for Chorus. 

I n .,r : ti .n I 1| : li H 



n .,r : ti .li I ti : r 

that T'm here so drea - ry, 

cul an tomain bhoidheach, 

coo Ian doman vo - yach) 



n .,r : ti .li I Si .1| : ti .8 

Couldhe leave me,sadAgrieving | and ne'er come to cheer me? 

Cul an tomain,braigh an tomain h-uile lath' am ao - nar. 

(Goo Ian doman, braee an doman, hoola Ua am ao - nar.) 



Cutting ferns on the cairns, 

Where we tripped our fairy dances, 
In the bright, moonlight night, 

Or the peaceful gloaming. 
Do they mourn me? Do they scorn me ? 

Do my fairy comrades 
Ever yearn for my returning 

From my weary roaming ? 
Tha mi sgith, &c. 



Sweet around is the sound 

Of the birds upon the branches, 
And this brae, now so gay, 

Tender thoughts awaJcen ; 
Often thither, through the heather, 

And the bonnie brackens, 
Did we iise to, stray together. 
Though Tm now forsaken. 
Tha mi sgith, &c. 

Here I moan all alone, 

Sick and weary cutting brackens, 
There a bright fiairy sprite 

Ever singing gaily ; 

If my dearie were but near me. 

And could hear my wailing, 

He would cheer me, but I fear me 

That my strength is failing. 

Tha mi sgith^ &c. 

Gaelic words ol<i, and attributed to a fairy sweetheart (leannan-sith) ; English words by 

L. Macbean. 



A BHOMHTriL BHIO, HIT, HOI 



Key G. Moderate, 

[( .n ) Ir .,d :d .Bi 

XS0i»d.iL I Dhomhuill bhig, O 
Chorut, My lit - tie Don - aid, 
DhomhuiU bhig 's tn 
Yes, I love my 



My Little Donald. 



1 .,8 : B . n 

I Dhomhuill bhig, O 
darling Donald, 
Chlaon gach nigu 
Was my sun; but 



li .fi :8i .,8i In .,r :d .d Ir .n :8 .,8 

hu, O ho, A I Dhomhuill bhig, O | hu. ho, A 
hu, O ho. My bonnie Donald, hu, O ho. My 
m'uigh a's m'annsachd, 'Si do bhlath-shuU grian mo shamh-raidh, 
Donald dearly. His blue eye when he was near me 

D. C. 

n .T,d :d .,d Ir .,r :8 .,1 Ib .n :r . 

fiuj ho Tha I m'inntinn trom o'n | dhealaich sinn. 

hu, O ho, Twas hard to go a - way from thee, 

duibhre gheamhraidh, fiho'n a chaill mi sealladh ort. 
here it's dreary. With no cheery ray from him. 



Dh' fhag mi 'n nochd thu measg nan du-Ghall, 

Ghabh mi fath nuair bha do chul rium ; 

'S cinnteach leam gu'n dean thu 'm iunndrainn, 

Mu'n tig duiseal cadail ort. 
A Dhomhuill bhig, &c. 
Dh' fhag mi 'n diugh thu fein 's do mhathair 
As mo dheigh ro chianail, craiteach, 
Cruadhsna bliadhna 's cha 'ne 'n t-ailghio8, 

Cbuir an traths do Shasunn mi, 
A Dbombuill bbig, kc* 



When I slipt away this evening, 

I was sorry to deceive thee ; 

Ere thou goest to sleep 't will grieve thee. 

That I'd leave thee playing there. 
My little Donald. &c. 
I have left thee with thy mother. 
Sadly left you both together, 
The hard fate that sent me hither. 

Left no other way for me. 
My little Donald, *c 
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Ach ged tha mi bochd 'n am chfamwhmv 
'S b^ na th' agam fhein de fharmad 
Ris na fleasgaich sheasg^. bharr-chmaidh, 

Ged robh sealbh air fearann ac\ 
A DhomhuiU bhig, &c. 
Fhad 's a gheibh mi biadh is aodach 
'S comunn blath mo cheile ghaolL 
I^ fiurain oga fas ri taobh, 

Cha chuir an saoghal smalan orm. 
A Dhombuill bhig, Ac. 



But however hard my fate is, 
I don't envy any mateless. 
Love-less loon whate'er his state is, 

Howe'er great or gay he be. 

My little Donald, Sec, 

Need I care what may betide me, 

While my needs are all provided, 

With my loving wife beside me, 

And my tidy Donald too ? 
My little Donald, Ac. 



Composed by D. MThail, Glasgow ; translation by L. Macbean. 



OABHAIDH SIHV AH BATHAD MOS. 



We will up and march away. 



Key G. JVi/A ammation, 
:8 .,1 I 8 .,f :n 



Gabhaidh 
We will 



f 

Sinn an rathad 

up and march a 



8 

I mor, 
way, 



:r .^ 

Gkkbhaidh 
We don't 



1 1 ^ 

I Sinn an 
mind what 



:r .n 

rathad 
others 



mor, 
say, 



[:b .,1 

(. Gabhaidh 
WewiU 



slnnan 
up and 



:n .f 

rathad 
march a 



8 

mor, 
way. 



:d .,r 

Olc no 
Andwe'U 



n .d 

math le 
never 



:r 

each 
mind 



fine. 

d 

e. 
them. 



f :n .d 

i Olc no 
We don't 



d .,r :n .d n :f .r 

math le Cloinn • an - | t-saoir, Olc no 
mind the Mac - In - tyres. Lowland 



r ./I :f .r 

math le Cloinn - an - | t-saofr, 
churls or Saxon squires. 



J:n .d I 

{ Olc no I 



d .,r 

math le 
mind the 



:n .d I n,8> — :d .,r 

Gloinn-an- | t-aaoir 'S bodaich 
Mac - In - tyres, Or their 



I mhaola lag 
boors behind 



D. C. 

d 

ain. 
them. 



Diridh sinn ri beinn an fhraoich, 
Teamaidh sinn le gleann nan laogh ; 
*S cha 'n eil fear de luchd-nam-braosg 
Nach leag sinn gaoir a mhaileid I 

Gabhaidh sinn, &c. 
Gu Mac-*ic-AlasdaJr 's Lochial, 
Bi'dh iad leinn mar bha iad riamh, 
'S Fear-na-Ceapaich mar ar miann, 
Olc no math le each siod I 

Grabhaidh sinn, Ac. 

Thig Cloinn-a-Phearsoin — feachd nam buadh, 
*S thig Cloinn-Choinnich o'n Taobh -tuath, 
'S mairg an dream do'n nochd iad fuath 
'N uair dh 'eireas gniaim nam blar orr*? 
Gachaidh sinn, Ac. 



We will climb the heath -cladben 
And descend the shady glen ; 
Woe betide the cowards then. 

If we can but find them. 

We will up, Ac. 
To Glengarry and Lochiel, 
Men who ever sought our weal, 
Keppoch too so true and leal, 

Honest, brave, and kindly ! 

. W€i will up, Ac. 

We shall have Macpherson's men. 

And the brave Mackenzie's then, 

Down from every Highland glen 

Loyal clans are winding. 

We will up, Ac. 



Words old, commaiiicated to the Gael by " Nether- Lochaber ;** translation 
by L. Macbean* 
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Key D. Zwiiy, 

( .r I r ./I 

(. O '8 I mnaich 



AX BIBHISV DOVK 

The Auburn Maid. 



dewly 



:8 ^ 
learn mo 
loTemy 



I r ^ 

I ribhinn 
anbum 



:d .A 

clonn 'A a , 

maid, That dwellB be 



'6 a I fiifaleaim taobh tludl i 



hindtbe 



1 :1 .,* 

fttar-bheaniif'San 
mountain. At 



C I r' .,s : s .^ ,_ _ ,_ 

(. I fheaagar chioin, theid | mi le m* ran Ou 
eve wo'U wander in the glade. By 



:d 



doire dlnth nam 
shady dell and 



r 

fna 
foun 



:r 

ran. 
tain. 



"S i *s aotruim* ceum, 's is dearrsaich* soil, 

S a gair tha caomh is caoimhneil, 
'S a guth tha dhomhs' mar sholas ciuil 

'S mi falbh nan stuc 's an oidhche. 
A ciabhan fainneach 's aillidh sgcimh 

'S a braighe 's gle-gheal boidheachi 
Fo osna cleibh, ag eiridh seimh 

Mar fhaoillinn bhain air Lochaidh. 
A cridhe aobhach 's aotrom sunnd, 

Mar mhang air surd an reidhlein, 
Ach caomh is tlath mar bhlath fo dhruchd, 

'S fo mhaise chiuin a Cheitein. 
Ged gheibhinn lu-chuirt s crun an Righ, 

A d' iunnais dhiobhrainn coir orr' ; 
'S tu bhean 's a bhan righ bheirinn learn 

Gu tamh aig bonn nam mor-bheann. 



Her step is light, her eye is bright. 

Her smile is sweet and tender, 
Her voice, like music heard at night. 

Oft cheers me to remember. 
Her hair around her shoulders flows 

With graceful waving motion. 
Her snow-white bosom heaving goes 

Like sea-gull on the ocean. 
Her heart, though light, is ever true, 

Of nature's own adorning ; 
Her lips, like roses wet with dew 

Upon a summer morning. 
Though in a palace I had been, 
^ With wealth and honours laden, 
I'd rather live with thee, my queen, ' 

My own sweet auburn maiden. 



Gaelic words by Rev. A. M*Intyre. ; translation by Henry Whyte. 

BETTTHAICHEAS OHLIHN-BBAOV. 

The Bhaes of Glen Braon. 



This song is sung diflferently in di£ferent parts of the country. We give two versions — the 
first as it is sung in the West of Ross-shire, the second as it is sung in Argyleshire. 



Key G. Si(nvfy. 

r : r .n If : n 

(. 'Ghaidh | m* as - tar 
I am joy - less 
Seisd—Beir mo sho - raldh 
Chonut—BlesB the maid who 



: 8 .s 

•Sann'a 
Tho'I 
Ris an 



I 1 :1 

I chleachdmi 
used to 
trie bha 



"Whore - ceived my 



:r.d 

a 

and 
le 
pofl • 



:r.d 

bhi 
be 
mi 
car 



111 : d : r .n I f : 8 

I mail - lead, nach | falc ml 

wea - ry, Since I see not 

du - rachd. Do ribh - inn 

ses - es. The dark war 



:f .n 



mo 
my 



log 



r : n .s 

lean - nan, 
dear - le, 
din - chiabh, 
tress - es. 



1, :i 

mar rlut, 
near thee 
sugradh, 
ess * es. 



:r .n 



1 : B .f : n 



Aim an | gleann - an a 
In the glen of the 

Ann am Bruth'ch - ean OhUnn - Braon. 
On the braes of Glen Braon. 



D. C. for Ghoms. 

I ' :- 

I chaoil. 
bay. 



KeyC 



18 :d' 



SECOND TUNE. 

1 :8 :l.d' 



:r' :pi' I r' :d« 

D. G. fov Ohoni& 



f .?'.!?.*. I « •« '!-•" I « •* -T'-^! If!'-;?'.-* =1 I 8 
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Anns a choiir am bi smpdan 
'S e gu binn a seinn ciuil duinn, 
Cuach a's smeorach *g ar dusgadh, 
A cur na smuid diu le faoilt'. 
Btiir mo shoraidh, &C. 
'S trie a bha mi 's tu mireadh, 
Agus each ga n-ar sireadh, 
Gu 's bu deonach leinn pilleadh, 
Gu Innis nan laogh. 

Beir mo shoiaidh, &c. 
Sinn air faireadh na tulaich, 
Is mo lamh thar do mhuineal, 
Sinn ag eisdeachd nan luinneag, 
Bhiodh a muUach nan craobh, 
Beir mo shoraidh, &c. 

Gaelic words by William Ross ; 



In the woods where the ring-dove 
And the mavies sweetly sing, love, 
And the larks on the wing give 
Their first greeting to &y. 
Bless the maid, &c 
There have we two been playing, 
On the green banks delaying, 
Till we came from our straying, 
Back to Innis-nan-laogh. 
Bless the maid, &c. 
When we listened to the chorus 
Of the warblers singing o'er us, 
As we climbed up the corries, 
Which are now far away. 
Bless the maid, &c. 
translation by L. Macbean. 



r .d 


:1, .d 


inneal 


ciull a 


sweet, 


with Mary 


Mhairi 


laghach, 



Key E flat. 

C I r .,n : 

(. I Charobh 

Sweet, 
Seigd. -Ho, mo 
CAortM.— Sweet the rising mountains 

Mr .,r : n . s : 1 

( I ceol bhiodh againn f ein, 
all the pride of May; 
'stu mo Mhairi ghrinn. 
and the dewy dells, 



HAIBI LAOHACH. 



(11 .,t :d' .t :1 

). I Cuthag is gug-gug 
Softly to re - cline 
Mhairi bhoidheach, lurach, 
Sweeter is yonng Mary 



.8 

aic, 
be 



d .,d :d .n :8 

fhuaradh riamh f o'n ghrein 
o'er the wilds to stray, 
'stu mo Mhari bhinn, 
red with heather bells, 

li .yti : d . d : d . 1 

Uis-eag air gach lonan, 

And when weary roving 

Ho, mo Mhairi laghach, 

Sweet the snowy blossoms 

In . 1 : B .," • r 

I madainn chubhraidh Cheit'. 
neath the birken shade. 

rugadh anns na glinn. 

of Glensmole to me. 



1 .,1 :r .r :f .n 

Dh'aithriseadh air choir gach 
When Glensmole is dress'd in 
Ho, mo Mhairi laghach. 
Sweet the bubbling fountains 

lid .yd : d . n : 8 

I smeorach air gach geig 
thro' the greenwood glide, 
^stu mo Mhairi bhimi, 
of the thorny tree, 

c. for Chorus. 



Tha do bhroiUeach soluis 

Lan de shonas graidh ; 
Ucbd is gile sheallas, 

Na 'n eal' air an t-snamh ; 
Tha do mhin-shlios, fallain, 

Mar cbanach a chairn ; 
Huineal mar an fliaoilinn 

Fo 'n aodainn a's aillt*. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, &c, 
Tha do chailc-dheud shnaighte 

Mar shneachda nan ard ; 
D' anail mar an caineal ; 

Beul bho'm ban ail failt ; 
Gniaidh air dhreach an t-siris, 

Min-raisg, chinnealt, thla ; 
Mala chaol gun ghruaimean, 

Gnuis gheal, 's cuach -fhalt ban. 
Ho, mo Mhairi, dec. 
Thug ar n-uabhar barr 

Air ailleas righrean mor ; 
B' iad ar leabaidh stata 

Puilleach 's bar an fheoir ; 
Flnraichean an fhasaich 

'Toirt dhuinn cail a's treoir, 
A's sruthain ghlan nan ard 

A chuireadh slaint 's gach por. 
Ho, mo Mhairi, &c. 

Words by John Macdonald, Lochbroom ; 

London. 



There to fix my gaze, 

Id raptures of delight. 
On her eyes of truth, 

Of love, of life, of light- 
On her bosom, purer 

Than the silver tide, 
Fairer than the cana 

On the mountain side. 
2Sweet the rising, d^c. 
What were all the sounds, 

Contrived by tuneful men, . 
To the warbling wild notes 

Of the sylvan glen ? 
Here the merry lark 

Ascends on dewy wing, 
There the mellow mavis 

And the blackbird sing. 

Sweet the rising, Ac. 
What were all the splendours 

Of the proud and great, 
To the simple pleasures 

Of our green retreat ? 
From the crystal spring 

Fresh vigour we inhale, 
Rosy health does court us 

On the mountain gale. 

Sweet the rising, Ac. 

translation by D. Macpherson, 
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BALAIBH 0HAOIL 

A Melody of Lotk. 



ReyD. Lhdy. 


• 












(:d .d 


r 


:r .PI 


r 


:n .8 


1 


:8 .1 


r 


i Gui- 
Not the 


swan 


le mo 
on the 


lean - 
lake. 


nan na'n 
or the 


eal' 
foam 


air an 
on the 


t-snamh, 
shore. 


CAorw— Air 


faa . 


lir - to, 
yer - to. 


u . 

eel . 


Mr - in, 
yer- to. 


nil 
ool - 


lir - to, 
yer - to, 




Can com - 


8 


:n .r 


d 


:n .f 


8 


:n .r 


d 


CO 

pare 


with the 


tnin 
charms 


ne, 's e 
of the 


tiU - 
maid 


eadh o*n 
I a - 


tralgh. 
dope; 


Air 
Air 


fail • 

ux . 


lir - to, 
yer - to. 


U 
eel - 


lir - to, 
yer - to. 


uU - 
ool - 


lir - to, 
yer- to. 


0, 
0, 


C:d .d 


8 


:8 .n 


8 


:8 .8 


1 


:di .d' 


?^ 


I -iiii'ih- 

Not 80 


bUth 
white 


bhatone 
is the 


buai - 
new 


le. '8 a 
mUkthat 


chuach 
flows 


leis fo 
o'er the 


ST' 


Air 
Air 


faU . 

m - 


lir -In, 
yer - to. 


11 - 
eel - 


lir - to, 
yep- in. 


uil 
ool 


lir . to, 0, 
yer - in, o, 

D. C. for Chorus. 


J:l .t 

No' 

Qr the 


d> 


:t .1 


8 


:1 .d' 


1,8.- 


■:f ^ 


r 


meachd 
snow 


that" is 


dos . 
shower'd 


rach 'ga 
from the 


fhrois - 
brow 


eadh mu'n 
of the 


bhhv. 
Yale. 


Gu'r 
For 


boi - 

Tring . 


dheach an 
dom, and 


CO 

friend • 


nonn tha'n 
ship and 


comh - 
bon • 


nuidh 'n t-Srathmhoip. 
nie Stpath - more. 



ICar na neoil bhnidhe labaa 

Air stnchdaibh nan sliabh, 
Tha cas-fhalt mo rnin-sa 

Ou siubhlach a sniomh ; 
Tha gruaidh mar an ros 

Nnair a's boidhche bhioB fhiamh 
Fo ur-dhealt a Cheitein 

ICa'n eirich a ghrian. 
Har Bhenus a boiageadh 

Thar coilltibh nan ard, 
Tha mio^-shnil 'g am bhnaireadh 

Le Buaicheantaa graidh. 
Tha braighe nan send, 

Ann an eideadb gac^ aigh, 
Mar ^healach nan speur 

'S 1 cor renltan fo phramh. 
Bi'dh 'n uiseag 'b an smeorach. 

Feadh lointean an dmchd, 
To rt failte le'n oran 

Do'n og-mhadnlnn chinin ; 
Ach bi'dh 'n uiseag neo-sheolta, 

'S an smeorach gun sunnd, 
Nuiir a thoisicheas m' eudail 

Au: gleusadh a dull. 

Nuair thig samhradh nan neoineau 

A oomhdach nam bruach, 
Bi'dh gach eoinean 's a chrochd-choill' 

A ceol leis a chuaich ; 
'8 bi'dh mise gu h-eibhinn 

A leumnal(m 's a ruaig, 
Fo dhluth-gheugaibh egaileach, 

A manran ri m' luaioh. 



As the doudi yellow wieath 

On the mountain's high brow. 
So the locks of my fair one 

Redundantly flow ; 
Her cheeka have the tint 

That the rosea display 
When they glitter with dew 

In the mommg of May. 
like the planet of Yenus, 

That gleams o'er the grove. 
Her blue rolling eyes 

Are the sjrmbols of love. 
Her pearl-arcled bosom 

Diffuses bright rays, 
As the moon when the stars 

Are bedimmed with her blaze. 
The mavis and lark, 

At the breaking of dawn, 
Make a chorus of joy 

To resound through the lawn ; 
But the mavis is tuneless — 

The lark strives in vain, 
When my beautiful charmer 

Renews her sweet strain. 

When summer bespangles 

The landscape with flowers, 
And the thrush and the cuckoo 

8ing soft to their bowers. 
Through the wood-shaded wmdings, 

With Bella I'll rove, 
And feast unrestrained 

On the smiles of my love. 



The chorus and the first verse of the Gaelic words are the composition of Mrs Mackenzie of 
Talone, while the rest of the Gaelic and the whole of the English are by the late Mr £wen 
Madachluu 
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QTJ HA 8LAH A CHI KI. 

Ok ! HAFFY UAY I SEE THEE, 



KeyF. 

:8| 

:8| 

|:n 

:d 



d.d 
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|8| 
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On ma 
Oh! ;hitppr 



:— .PI 
:-.d 
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1 
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see 



- I 8 :-.f 

-Id: -.t, 

— Is :— ,8 



;8| 
:8i 
;n 
:d 



d.d 

S|.8| 



d.d 

Bean a 
Hy sweet, Ught 



'Si caiimt do 
Thy voice like 



It, : 

ilan a 
may I 

I r :— .n 
|8| :-.d 

I 8 I—.S 

Iti :-.d 

chuai - lein reidh, 
heart - ed maid. 



n.d:- II, :-,ti 
d ,S| : •— I li :— .Si 
8 ,8 :— I f :— ,f 



— In: — ,r d .n : — I r :— .8i 

mi a chailln di - leai donn I 

thee again my faith - f ul f air ! 



d' : - I t 
d :- Ir 
8 : — I 8 
ni : 



:-.d' 
:— .8 
:— .8 



- I 8, 
air 
with 



1 :~.8 
f :-.r 
d' :-.8 



;— .ni li :— .ti I d 

a deii' a dh'ei • 
thy flow • ing au < 



1 

d 

f 

—.Hi f, 
readh f onn 
bum hair 



:— .8 
:-.d 
:— .8 



:di 


8 


:f 


n : 


:f 


s : 


:1, 


d : 



I 8 :\jt^ 
Id :f 
Is :f 
In :r 

bheoil a's 
soothing 



I 8, 

learn, 

sic, 



:d' 
:d 

; 8 



8 :— .1 I 8 :4n 
ti :-.d Ir :d 

8 :— .PI I 8 :8 



:n 8i :— .1| I ti :d 

*S tu thog - adh suas mo 
Thy con - verse cheers my 



d' :- It :-d' 

n : — I r : — .8 

8 : — I 8 : —.8 

d : — I 8i : —.Hi 

binn 
mu 

1 : - I 8 : -f n .d : - 

d :- Id :-.ti d.8,:- 

f :— I 8 :-.8 8 .8 :- 

f : — I n : — .r d .n : - 

chridh* nuair a bhi'dh tu 
heart when my spirit 



1 : — .8 I n : —.8 
f :-.r Id :-.d 
d' :-.t Id' :-.8 



fi :-'.8i I li :— .n 

nuair bhith - eas m'inn • tinn trom, 
comes on my troubled breast, 



li :-.t, 
li :-8i 
f :-.f 






I r : — .8i d 

bruidh - inn rium ! 
is depressed. 



Our muladach a ta mi, 

'S mi nochd air aird a' chuain, 
^S neo-shunndach mo chadal domh, 

'S do chaidreamh fada nam ; 
Gar trie mi ort a smaointeach ; 

Aa t'aogais tha mi truagh ; 
'S mar a dean mi d'fhaotainn 

Cha bhi mo shaoghal buan. 
8uil chorrach mar an dearcag, 

Fo rosg a dh' iadhas din ; 
Gruaidhean mar an caoran, 

Fo 'n aodann tha leam ciuin ; 
Aidicheam le eibhneas 

Gun d' thug mi fein duit run ; 
*S gur bliadhna leam gach la 

O'n uair a dh'fhag mi thu. 
Theireadb lad ma 'n d' fhalbh mi nat, 

Gu 'm bu shearbb leam dol ad choir, 
Gu 'n do chuir mi oul riut, 

'B gun dhiult mi dhuit mo phog. 
Ka cuireadh cdd ort curam, 

A ruin 'na creid an sgleo : 
Tha d'anail leam ni's curaidh, 

Na'n driuchd air bharr an fheoir. 

Gaelic words by Hector Mackenzie, 



My lot this night is dreary 

Upon the stormy sea, 
And comfortless my slumber, 

While far away from thee. 
When absent from my lov'd one 

There is no joy for me ; 
And few shall be my years, 

If mine own thou canst not be. 
like berries, 'neath their lashes, 

Are seen thine eyes of love, 
Thy cheeks are like the rowan. 

And fair thy brows above ; 
Th' affection I have borne thee 

I do nut wish to hide ; 
Each day has seemed a year 

Since I had to leave thy side. 
They said, before I left, that 

I shunned thy kind embrace. 
Forsaking quite my maid, 

And refusing her caress ; 
But let not this concern thee, 

My love, it is not true ; 
Thy fragrant breath is sweeter 

To me than morning dew. 

Ullapool 'f translation by L. Macbean. 
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DVAVAG A CHIOBAIB. 



Key D. Moderaio, 



The Shepherd's Lay. 



1 .d« 



rl 



< ....... , - ^1 

(. Ou'iii bIwU 1 ma - lad 
I am lone • ly 



:r' 

air 
and 



|dl_^:l 

I m'inntlnn 



!l 



rl 



i :1 .4' I r' 

(. 'S niich | fhaic 
Far a • way 



:1 

ml 
from 



:r' 

mo 
my • 



1 :r ..:n,,.,n, j f :8 :1 

tir 80 " "'S liiuch" | fhaic mi mo 

dreary, Far a • way from my 



:r' .,1 

O'na 
On these 

1 .B:f :n 

nighneag dhonn 

dear an • bum 



t :8 

thainig 
mountain! 



d' .t IS 

nighneag 
dear an 



:t 

mi*n 

BO 

fine. 



:t I 1 

dhonn 
bum 



r : — 

I og. 
maid, 
D. c. 



I og. 
maid. 



Key A. 

:$: 



SECOND TUNE. 

:r.n|s :n :r.n|s 



{ ■* ■* I 



li Id 



Hur biodh ach astar aon oidhche, 

Eadar mise 's a' mhaighdean, 

'S trie rachainn 'g a foighneachd le deoin. 

'S trie rachainn 'ga foighneachd, &c. 
Ach tha'n t-astar cho fada, 
'S nach faod mi dol dachaidh 
Eagal each 'bhi 'g am fhaicinn 's an rod. 

Eagal each bhi 'g am fhaicinn, &c. 
Ni mi 'n litir so 'dhunadh, 
'S a chur 'n a drip ann ad ionnsaidb. 
'S bi'dh tu fiosrach nach rauth mi mo mhoig. 

'S bidh tu fiosrach nach muth, Ac. 
'S ged a bheir mi seachd bliadhna, 
A' siubhal nan crioch so 
Te eile cha 'n iarr mi 's tu bee. 



:d :1, 



D. S, 

Bi : — 



:r Id :r 



Our parting so tender 

ril ever remember, 

May Heaven defend her for aye. 

May Heaven defend, &c. 
O'er mountains so dreary, 
Tho' heart-sick and weary 
I'd travel to see thee my maid. 

I'd travel, &c. 
But a moment to see thee 
Would not, comfort but grieve me- 
To think I roust leave thee again. 

To think I must leave, £c. 
Adieu then, my true love, 
My vows I renew, love, 
And swear to be true to the same. 



Written by the late D. Campbell, Kingussie \ translation by H. Whyte, Glasgow, 



HO SIOHEAS BTTBH. 

My Black-Haired Maid. 
KeyF. With feeling. 

\ . 1| I d .,r : n . r I n . s : d' . 1 I s ./i : n . r 

) 8ei9d.—TAo \ nighean dubh, tha | boidheachdubh,mo | nighean dubh, na 
Chonu.—'ULj black-haired maid, bo leal and true. My darling, do not 



{\ 



Id .,r :pi .r 

I theireadh each gu 
black thy hair, a 

1 .,d< :t .8 

Bhnilean mar na 
berries are thine. 



C 1 cul do 



8 .8 

do ohinn air 
ray - en - like ttiy 



n ,8.— :1 .d' 

bheilthn dubh, cho 
fairer hue I 

I 1 .t :1 .8 

I dearcagan, Do 
eyes so clear. Thy 

I 1 .t :d< .1 

dhreachan fhithich. 



I 1 .,d' :t .8 

I ghmaidh air dhath na 
cheeks with pleasure 

8 .,n :n .r 

I '8 gradh mo chridhe 



i trelg 
leave 



I 8 .;n :n .r id 

I geal 's an gruth leam | fein 
would not nave, be - lieve 



locks ap - pear— My heart shaU ev - er 



1 

oeir 
shin 

d 

fein 
thine 



:li .li 

mi; Oed 
me; Though 

Fine. 

:d h .n 

thu. Do 

me. like 

:1 .t 

e, Tha 

ing. And 

D.C. 

:d . 

ort 
be. 
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Suil chorrach, ghorm fo chaol mhala, 

Bho*n tig an sealladh eibhinn, 
Mar dhealt camhanaich 's an earrachi 

'S mar dhmchd meala Cheitein. 
Mo nighean, &c. 
Tha fait dubh, dualach, trom, neo-luaidhte, 

'N ceangal sguaib air m' euchdag ; 
Gur boidheach e mu d' cbluasaibh 

Is cba mbeas' an cuailein breid e. 
Mo nighean. &c. 
Is olc a rinn do chairdean orm, 

Is rinn iad pairt ort fein deth, 
Nuair chuir iad as an duthaich thu 

'S mi 'n duil gun dbanainn feum doit. 
Mo nighean, &c. 



Thy laige blue eves so mild and bright, 

Beneath their lashes beaming, 
Like luscious dew-drops, when the light 

Of mom is o*er them streaming. 
My black-haired, die. 
Her glossy tresses wide and free, 

Unkerchiefed and unbraided ; 
A better coiffure could not be, 

Or richer veil to shade her. 

My black-haired, Ac 
Tis for the love I bear to thee — 

A love with sorrow laden — 
That thou art banished fJEir from me, 

My bonnie black-haired maiden. 
My bU^-haired, Ao. 



Song by Rev. Mr Morrison, Petty ; translation by L. Macbcan. 

HO BO, HO KIOH'H BOSK, BHOIDHEACH. 

Ho RO, MY Brown>Hai&£D Maiden. 



Key A. 

:' :8i d : — .til 1, :8t 

/Nuair bha mi ann ad 
How blest was I when o 


d :- l8i :8 


1 1 


d :-.r If 


:n Ir : 


-In 


lath - air, Bu | shon • a bha mo | laith 
ear thee, Thy sweet love • whispers hear 


- ran; 

- lug. 


:' :f 8:8 In :8 

. A' sealbhachadh do 
And gaslng on my < 


8, :- Id :r 


n :- If :-.r d : 


-1- 


mhan • rain A's 
lear - ie 8o 


ail - le do ghnuifl. 
cheer - y to see. 


Chonu. 
/:8| 


d :-.t, 11, :8, 


d 


: — 1 8| : 8| 


d 


:-.r If :n 


r : — 


In 


V-Hi 


Si : —. 8i 1 f 1 : ni 


Hi 


:- In, :s, 


8| 


:-.8, Iti :d 


tl :- 


Id 


j:d 


d :-.d Id :d 


d 


-Id :n 


n 


-.8 Is :8 


8 : — 


Is 


(:d. 


di : — . di 1 di : di 


d, . 


-Id, :d 


d ; 


-.t, Ir :d 


Bi : — 


Id 


Ho ro, mo nigh*n donn, bhoi 
Ho ro, my brown-haired maid 


. dl^each, Hi ri, 
L - en, Hee ree. 


mo nigh'n donn bhoi 
my handsome maid 


dbMkch. 
en. 


/:f 


8:8 1 n :8 


8| 


- Id :r 


n : 


- If :-.r 


d :- 


1- 1 


\:d 


tl : r 1 8i : 8i 
r :r Id :d 


8i : 
tl ; 


— 1 8i : 8, 
-Id :t, 


Si : 


li 111 :-.t, 


d :- 

n : — 


1- 

- 


):f 


d : 


- Id :-.f 


(:li 


8i : tl Id: ni 


8i : 


f 1 1 n, : 8, 


d : 


h If. :-.s, 


d :- 1 


- 


Mo chafleag laghach. 
My bonnie, cheerful 


bhoi 
(air 


• dheaoh, Cha 
one, ril 


pho 
wed 


- salnn ach 
none but t 


thu. 
Ehe«. 





Gnuia aoldheil, bhanail, mhalda 
Na h-oigh a's caoimhe nadur ; 
I suaiTce, oeanail. baigheil, 
Lan grais agus mnirn. 

Ho ro, Ac. 
Ge Inrach air a' chabhsair 
Ka mnathan oga Gallda, 
A righ I gur beag mo gbeall-8' air 
Bhi' eealltainn 'n an gnuis. 

Ho ro, &c. 
'S ann tha mo run 'b na beanntaibh, 
Far bhdl mo ribhinn ghreannar. 
Mar roe am fasach Shamhraidh, 
An gleann fad' o ahuil. 

Ho ro, Ac 



My maid is nice and kindly, 
With every grace provided, 
And never will you find one 

So mild, good, and free. 

Ho ro, Ac. 
The CiOwland girls are gaudy. 
When on the streets they're walking, 
But, ah I their stuff and tawdry 

Have no charms for me. 

Ho ro, &c. 
Mr heart ii in the Highlands 
Where my true love abideth, 
As in a summer wild &;len 

One fine rose may be. 

Ho ro, ftc. 



Author unknown ; English translation b^ U Macbean. 
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OUB HOOH BISS HI DUSGADH. 



I EARLY AWOKE. 



Key D, IVttA expression. 



:d>.,l 


8 :d 


'•^' 


8 


:d< 


:8.8 


l.,s :n 


:r 


d 


Giuf 


mod) rim) 


duag 


.adh. 


•^8 id 


ur mha 


- duinn 


Cheit*, 


I 


ear - I7 


a - 


woke 


on 


a 


morning 


in 


May, 


:n.,f 


8 :s 


:1 


d' 


:d> 


\t\t 


d' :8 


:1 


8 


"'%\ 


dhir • ioh 


mi'm 


bruth 


.ach 


"gun 


duin' aoh 


mi 


fein; 


hxA 


went lOl 


a 


lone 


to. 


as • 


cend the 


green 


brae; 


:n.,f 


8 :8 


:1 


d' 


:n 


;.n.n 


n.r :d 


:d 


r 


-rk 


(phrianair 


a 


tnr - 


UB 


"*'a" 


8iu - bhal troimh'n 


gpeur. 


The* 


sun bad 


«et 


out 


on 


bifl 


beay • en 


- ly 


waj. 


•n-/ 


8 :d 


:n,f 


8 


:d' 


:s.8 


1.^8 :n 


:r 


d : 


D^alt^ 


h^ldh - Che 


a 


tnir- 


linn 


"£&" 


ur - dhoB 


nan 


geug. 


And the 


cool dews 


of 


night 


lay 


on 


bios - som 


and 


spray. 



A direadh an aonaich ri aodann a chuim, 

'S binn torman a chaochain is aoibheile buim ; 

Le rois air gach taobh dheth ag aomadh fo'n druchd, 

*S e ri dearrsadh na greine ag eiridh na smuid. 

*S binn na h-eoin f eadh nam preasan gu leadara seinn, 

Tha *ii uiseag Ian solais ri ceol os mo chiomi ; 

Ka ba-laoigh anns a gheumnaich air an reidhlein ud 

tball 
'3 mac-talla nan creagan 'g am freagairt air ball. 

'8 aluinn trusgan a ghlinne suas gu blnneln nan 

Btuchd, 
'S cubhraidh boltrach nan luibhean 'n am chuinnein 

mar thuis; 
Ged '8 boidheach gach doire anns a choillidh 's a 

bhruchd, 
Qed tha 'm barrach cho urail cha duisg e mo shunnd* 

An so air f aobhar a mhullaich gur muladach mi, 
Ceami aobhair mo thuraidh leam gu'r duilich ri inns' ; 
Nach dirich mi tuille ri monadh 'san tir 
l^ach dean mi cuis-ghaire 'n gleann aillidh mo 
chridh'. 

Cha 'n 'eil gleannan cho aoibheil ri fhaotainn mu 'n 

cuairt, 
JLe d' bheanntainean arda cuir sgath ort o'n Tuath ; 
Ann an dudlachd a gheamhraidh gun ghre&nn ort, 

gun fhuachd. 
Mo sgaradh 's mo chradh lot a bhi d' fhagall cho 

luath. 

Ach 'stiom dhomh bhi 'g eiridh, 's bhi teamadh 

o 'n aird ; 
Cha deanluinneagan feum dhomh, cha dean eigheach 

dhomh statu, 
Feuch am bata fo comhdach aig comhnard na traigh, 
Tha gu m' ghiulan null thairis a gleannan an aigh. 

Bheir mi suil thar a bhealalch air na beannta, mu 'n 

cuairt, 
So an sealladh mu dhelreadh air gach gleannan a 's 

bruach ; 
Fagail leibh beannachd, 'n am dealachadh uaibh, 
A teamadh an aonaich 's iad mo smuaintean tha 

truagh. 



As I climb up the moor on the face of the hill. 
How pleasant the mormm' that comes from the rill ; 
The dew on the roses which border the stream 
Arises in mist on the sun's morning beam. 

O, sweet is the song of the birds from the glade ; 
The thrush sings her carol of joy overhead ; 
The cattle are lowing on yonder green plain, 
And echo replies from the craggan again; 



How lovely the garment of mountain and field, 
How sweet is the fragrance the meadow flowers 

yield- 
Though beauty and gladness deck forest and lea. 
And the groves teem with Joy, there is no joy for me. 



Alone and sad-hearted, I sit on the peak; 
Of the cause of my sorrow I scarcely can speaks 
J never may tread on the moorlands again, 
Nor roam with delight in my dearly loved glen, 

No valley so cheerful and fair, could be found, 
80 carefully guarded by mountains around \ 
In winter, no tempest can enter thy delW 
My sorrowful doom is to bid thee farewell. 



But it's time to descend from the mountain again j 
No singing or sighing can banish my pain ; 
See, down by the shore is the boat under sail 
Which shall bear me away from the beautiful vale, 



111 gaze from this ridge on the mountains, and view 
For the last time each corrle and valley I knew ; 
I leave you my blessing since I must depart, 
I turn down the mountain, and sad is my heart. 



The composition of the late Dr Maclachlan, Rahoy ; translation by L. Macbean. 
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KeyD. 
Chonis, 

;n.s 

; s 



THEiD siinsr. 

We'll go, We'll go. 



1 

li 
f 
:d.n r 



r 
r 

8 

t, 

0, theld slnn, 
Well go, well 

Ir 

It, 

Is 
Is, 



ld< 
In 
Is 
Id 

theid 
go 



:pi.^ 


s,f 


:i<i.,r id 


:d.,d 


pi.,r 


:d.,tild 


:s.,B 


8. ,8 


:s.,f in 


:d.4 


8|.,8| 


: 8|.,si 1 d 



:n.8 


:d.r 


:8 


:d.ti 



:r 
:r 
:8 

:t, 



Sinn le sugairt 



aoidh, 



O, theid Binn, 



with re - joicing and with mirth, With song and 



ld> 
In 

|8 

Id 

iheid 
heart 



r 
ti 

8 

8| 

deo 
cho 

r' 

8 
t 



d 

8 

d^— 



:r 



nach ; 
ms; 

di.t 1 1.8 
n . f .1 n 

d'.ri id' 

8|.8| I 1| 

mninn - tir ar daimh 
way to the land 



O, theid 
Well cross 



: f.n 
:r.,de 
:1 
:1. 



'usar n*eol 
that hore 



d< 

n 

:8 is 
:ti Id 

Sinn, theid 
the Forth 
Fine. /r\ 
Ir 

Ir 

If 

Ir 

ais. 
us. 



sinn 
and 



8.,f 

n .,r 



Id 

Id 

8 .,8 : 8 .,f I n 

Si .,8i : 8i .,Si I d 

thairis air an t-Sruidh, 
rivers of the north. 



:n.,r 
:d.,t, 
:8.,f 



n.,d 

8 

d 

dnn 

■ y 

:t .d' 



n .r 



:d' Id' 



Ged bha 
The' we 



Sinn 
a 



|r'.,d' :t.,l I 1,8.— ; 8 

I fa - da fa - da bhuath Am 
distant from their side. Where 



1 :r' 

Bai - le 
tnr . bid 



rl 



ir' 

Ghluaidh 
Clyde 



■■rf 1 1 



8 

is 



comh 
pour 



bliadhn 
bide 

%d|ll 

- nuidh. 



Gu 
A - 

:-.d' 



• tan 

BO 

:t 

Car 
Well 



|d'.,d' :d'.,r' I d' :t .,1 I 8 .,f :n .,r I d :d ./i 

I tamnl beag gun treig sinn Air | gairm 'us gun teid sinn, A 
seek again our dear ones, And spend our time in hear - ing The 
D. C. 

Ir :- Ir 

I comh - raidh. 
sto - ry. 



1 :8 .n 1 1 .,8 ;f ./I 

dh' fhaotainn angraldh 'us an 
e - Til and good of their 



Gu-n toir sinn cuairt, a rithist do'n taobh-tuath, 

Is theid sinn ruaig do Dhomoch ; 

Is chi sinn Droit-an-aigh, 

Is fa comhair air gach taoibh, 

Na caistealan, na paircean 's na lointean. 

O theid sinn, dsc. 
Is chi sinn an caol, air 'm faca sinn, le gaoith, 
Na bataichean aotrom seoladh ; 
Is chi sinn na beanntan, 
A gleidheadh sneachd *s an t-samhraidh, 
Is chi sinn na h-aimhnichean boidheach. 

O theid sinn, &c. 
Is chi sinn na gllnn, mu'n ait' 's an d'mgadh sinn 
'S am bitbeadh sinn aotrom gorach ; 
Is chi sinn na coilltean, 
Le aighear is toil-inntinn 
'S am bitbeadh sinn a cluinntinn a smeorach« 

O theid sinn, dec. 



We'll see each ben and bonnie, bonnie glen, 
And come again to Dornoch, 
We'll see the well-known ridges, 
And where the famous Bridge is, 
With castles and green plains before it. 

We'll go, &c. 
The Firth we'll see, where the ships used to be, 
When th' outer sea was stormy. 
The high snow-capped mountains, 
The waterfalls and fountains. 
And streams from the mountain-side pouring. 

We'll go, &c. 
We'll see the wood, in silent solitude ; 
The vale that we were bom in ; 
We'll see the bonnie brae, 
And the dells we used to pljky in, 
In childhood's gay young morning. 

We'll go, &c. 



Gaelic words by the late John MunrOi Glasgow ) translation by L* Macbeani 



Digitized by 



Google 



M 



OBAV MW BHA8. 

A Song of Death. 
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Slowly, 

8, :1, :d Ir :- 


-:f 


Is :n :d Ir : 


— :8 n :r :d 


11.:- 


"•Se'mo 
An 
O 
In 


bheachd ort a fihaia 

cog - adh na'm bUr 

Death, I most hold 

peace or in fight, 

D. C. 

[81 :-:- Id :- 


Gur 1 bnUs' thu ri pairt, 
Cha toir -eardoBhir, 
Thee heartless aijd cold. 
Thou showest thy might. 


'S gnr teachd-air-e 
'S aon duin - e cha'n 
Too mighty and 
And none can by 


lald . 
fhAir 
bold 
flight 


:f..fi' 


-||:n 

II Ach 
A 


f :n :f U : 


— :s 1 :8 :n 


Ir :- 


do 
to be 

a - 


1 tr6un thn, 

threig - sinn. 

toyed with, 

Toid thee. 


*8teachdairrodhan> 
mes-sen-ger drear. 


Thn tighinn 00 
»o pit - y or 


aird, 
fear 


:d 


f :n :f 1 8 :- 


-:f 


n :-:- |8 : 


— :8 1:8 :n 


|8 : — 


(Mr 

Sayes 


maiUdh tu Btot - 
peasant or peer 


aibh 
be 


'8 deir - oean. 
- fore thee. 


Cha bhacar le 
Ho gold we may 


prig 
pay 


:n 


r : n : d 1 r : - 


• :8 


n :r :d 11, : 


-:f, 8. :-:- 


Id :-|| 

thn. y 


Aip 
Can ] 


t-ais thn a ria 
Iceep thee a • way, 


'8tu 
How . 


dh'easbhuidh an aoin 
ev - er we may 


mu'n teid 
implore 



Glacaidh tu chloinn, 

A mach bho na bbroinn, 

liu's faic iad' an soills air eigin ; 

Glacaidh tu 'n oigh, 

Dol an coinneamh an oig, 

Mu'm faodar am posadh eigbeachd ; 

Ma's beag no ma's mor, 

Ha's sean no ma's eg, 

Ma's cleachdadh dhuinn coir no eucoir ; 

Ma tha sinn 'n ar beo, 

Is anail 'n ar sroin, 

Cuirear uile sinn fo na feich ud. 

A Chumhachd a tha 

Cur ugainn a bhais, 

Gu'n teagamh nach paighear fheich da, 

Tha misneach is bonn 

Aig neach a tha 'n gcall 

Air tagradh na ghcall do bheul da. 

Oir 's Athair do chlann 

A dh* fheitbeas a th' ann, 

*S fear-taighe do'n bhantraich fcin c ; 

*S e'n Cruithear a th' ann, 

A bhdr gu neo-ghann, 

Na thoilleas sinn anns a chreutair. 



The babe at its birth, 

Ere sorrow or mirth 

It knows upon earth, thou takest ; 

And for the fair maid. 

About to be wed, 

An eeriesome bed thou makest. 

If youthful or hoar, 

If rich or if poor, 

If riotous or decorous, 

If small or if great, 

Whatever our state, 

We have the same fate before us. 

O, Power by whom 

Our sorrowful doom 

Of Death and the Tomb is ordered; 

How happy is he 

Who pleads full and free, 

The promise by 1 hee accorded. 

Our Father Thou art, 

The widow's sure part. 

Ne'er shall Thy support forsake her ; 

All things are bestowed. 

All favour is shewed. 



To us by our God and Maker. 
By Rob Doni) Mackay ; translation by L. Macbean. 



OEAK IBTEACH. 

St. Kilda Song. 
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Anns an tir 'sam bheil mo leannan, O, 

Tir nam beann, nan gleann 's nam bealaichean. 

Boch oirinn O, Ac. 
Tir nam, nan gleann 's nam bealaichean, 
Eoin air geig is feidh 's an langanaich. 

B<M;h oirinn O, Ac. 
Eoin air gei^ is feidh 's an langanaich 
Far am biodh na h-uaislean do'n dual a bhi 
barrasach. 

Boch oirinn O, &c. 
Far am biodh na h-uaislean do'n dual a bhi 

barrasach; 
Rachadh do*n bhlar 'n coinneamh namhad mar 
dbealanach. 
Boch oirinn O, Ac. 
Rachadh do*n bhlar 'n coinneamh namhad mar 

dhealanach ; 
Bha mo leannan fhein ann 's gur beusach fearail e. 

Boch oirinn O, Ac. 
Bha mo leannan fhein ann 's gur. beusach fearail e, 
^ truagh nach mi bha seolaSi thairis leat. 
Boch oirinn O, Ac 



'Hong the dells where dwells my dearie O, 
Land of bens and glens so cheery Q. 

Boch oreeng O, ftc. 
Land of bens and glens so cheery O, 
Where gay birds and herds of deer are seen. 

&ch oreeng O, Ac. 
Where gay birds and herds of deer are seen, 
Land which bore of yore such fearless men. 

Boch oreeng O, Ac. 

I^nd which bore of vore such fearless men, 
Which could show the foe such heroes then. 
Boch oreeng O, Ac 



Which could shew the foe such heroes then, 
And which reared him that I weary for. 
Boch oreeng O, Ac. 

And which reared him that I weary for, 
O, that there I were to steer with thee. 
Boch oreeng O, Ac 



Fragment of an old song ; translation by L. Macbean. 



OTTHEA PLOBI SICDHOKHNTTILL. 

Flora Macdonald's Lament. 
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An coileach tha durdail air st£ican Beinn-Conuill 

Tha brath aig* *s an fheasgarair leababhios blath 

Am Hreun tha chomhnuidh an creagan Chlann- 

Raonuill, 

Gheibh tamh anns an oiche gun chdram gun 

sg^th. 

Air broilleach a* chuain tha *n sMair gu seasgair, 

^S an sg^bh air a chladach aig laidhe na grein' 

Ach tha aon anns an tir, a's aig claonadh an 

fheasgair, 
I Tha esan gun dachaigh *s an rioghachd 's leis fein ; 
Tha 'n stri a nis seacbad, 's tha crioch air an 
deasbair, 
'S cha 'n fhaighear ach amhghar an Albainn 
nan treun. 

Tha 'n sgiath air a sracadh o ghairdean na gaisge, 

'S a* chlogaid tha sguHte air maladh an aill ; 
Tha 'n claidheamh air meirgeadh 's tha bhratach 
nis paisgte, 
Ach dearg le fail chairdean tha lamhan nan traill. 
Le crudh' an eich mharcaich tha *m breaCcan ga 
shracadh 
*Se ^ideadh nan gaisgeach bhacliuiteach a'm bl^r; 
C*arson sin nach d'eirich an doinionn ga'm bacadh 
'Nuair bha ceartas ga shaltairt le ainneart gu 1^? 
Ad fhograch gun Hiasgadh, tha d*arm air a 
sgapadh, 
'S cha chrunar am feasd thu an Albainn nan s^. 



The moorcock that craws on the brow ot fien 
Connal, 
He kens o' his bed in a sweet mossy hame ; 
The eagle that soars on the cliffs of Cl^ironald, 
Unawed and unhunted, his eyrie can claim ; 
The solan can sleep on his shelve of the shore. 
The cormorant roost on his rock of the sea ; 
But oh ! there is one whose hard fate I deplore, 
Nor house, ha', nor hame, in his country has 
he. 
The conflict is past, and our name is no more ; 
There's nought left but sorrow for Scotland 
and me. 



The target is torn from the arm of the just, 

The helmet is cleft on the brow of the brave. 
The claymore for ever in darkness must rust ; 

But red is the sword of the stranger and slave. 

The hoof of the horse and the foot of the 

proud, 

Have trod o'er the plumes of the bonnet of 

blue. 

Why slept the red bolt in the breast of the cloud, 

When tyranny revell'd in blood of the true ? 
Farewell, my young hero ! the gallant and good ! 
The crown of thy fathers is torn from thy 
brow. 



English words by James Hogg, said to be a translation from Gaelic ; Gaelic translation by 

Henry Whyte. 
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Translation, Notes, and Introduction, by C. S. Jerram, - 1874, 2 6 

Dewar's (Rev. Dr.) The Gaelic Preacher; Four Sermons, 8vo, - -04 
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Joseph, The Life of, by Macfarlane, i8mo, cloth, - - 1872, i 6 

M*Callum's History of the Church of Christ, 8vo, - - -40 

Macdonald's (Mac Mhaistir Alistir) Gaelic Poems and Songs, - 1874, 2 o 

Mackay's (Rob Donn) Songs and Poems, i8mo, cloth, - - - 2 6 
Mackenzie's (A.) History of Scotland, Eachdraidh na H-Alba, 

i2mo, cloth, - - - - - - - 3 6 

Macpherson's (Donald) **An Duanaire," a new Collection of 
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M*Intyre's (Duncan Ban) Poems and Songs, with an English 

Translation of "Coire Cheathaich" and "Ben Dorain," 

i8mo, cloth, ..--.. 187^^ 2 o 
M*Lauchlan's (Rev. Dr.) Celtic Gleanings, or Notices of the 

History and Literature of the Scottish Gael (in England), - - 2 6 

Menzies' Collection of Gaelic Poems and Songs, cr, 8vo, cloth, 1870, 6 o 
Muir's (Dr.) Lessons on the Shorter Catechism and the Holy 

Scriptures, translated by the Rev. J. Forbes, i8mo, sewed, 1845, o 4 

Munro (James), A New Gaelic Primer and Vocabulary, i2mo, cloth, 1873, 2 o 

Ossian's Poems, new edition, revised by Dr. M*Lauchlan, i8mo, cl., 1859, 3 O 

Psalm Book, General Assembly's Version, large type, - - -10 

Ross's (William) Gaelic Songs, i8mo, cloth, - - - 1868, I 6 

Sankey's Hymns, translated by Rev. A. Macrae, - - 1875, o I 

Stewart's Gaelic Grammar, with Preface by Rev. Dr. M'Lauchlan, 1876, 3 6 
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A MONTHLY PERIODICAL, PRICE SIXPENCE, 

(\?Vritten in English,) 
Condiutedhy ALEXANDER Mackenzie (late Secretary of the Gaelic Society )j 

AND DEVOTED TO THE 

UTEBATURE. IISTORT. imQUITIES, TRADITIOHS. 

AND 
F O L K-L ORE OF THE CELTS. 

The Magazine, beginning with the first number of Vol, IL issued on 
1st A'ovember, has been considerably enlarged. 



The following Articles have already appeared in the back Numbers of Vol. II., a few 
sets of which can still be had :— -'* The Last Battles and Death of Colonel William 
Baillie of Dunain in India," by Charles Fraser-Mackintosh, M.P. ; *'The Clear- 
ing of the Glens,"— a Poem in seven cantos, by Principal Shairp, St. Andrews ; *'The 
Prophecies of the Brahan Seer*' by the Editor; *'The Ossianic Controversy,*' by 
Hector Maclean and the Rev. P. Hately Waddell, LL.D. ; '^The Highland 
Ceilidh,'* by Alastair Og ; "James Grant of Carron,'' by the Rev. A. Sinclair 
Kenmore ; "John Mackay," by Torquil ; " Elegies of Rob Donn, the Rcay Bard," 
by KiNBRACE ; '* The Fentons of the Aird," by Alex. Fraser ; ** Peculiarities of 
Gaelic Poetry/' by SPORRAN Donn ; " Notes on the Ossianic Controversy," by ^neas 
Paulus ; " Destitution in the Highlands and Islands " (a series), by the Rev. Alex. 
Macgregor, M.A. ; "Superstition of the Highlands" (a series), by Mary Mac- 
KELLAR ; Annual Dinner of the Gaelic Society of Inverness ; *' Teaching Gaelic in 
Highland Schools,'' by A. C. Cameron, MA. ; " Uist and Benbecula"- two Sonnets 
— by Professor Blackie ; " Memoir of John Mackenzie, Editor of the * Beauties of 
Gaelic Poetry,'" by the Editor ; also Original Poetry, by William Allan, Mary 
Mackellar, and others ; Gaelic Songs, with Music, by William Mackenzie, of 
the Aberdeen Free Press; Reviews, aud other interesting Articles, 

Among other Contributions, Articles will appear in the current Volume on " Depopu- 
lation and Evictions in the Highlands," by Charles Fraser-Mackintosh, M.l*. ; 
•* Flora Macdonald and Prince Chariie," by the Rev. Alex. Macgregor, M.A. j 
** Brigadier Mackiptosh of Borlum," by Alex. Macintosh Shaw, London; *'On 
Highland Battles " — The Claymore and Targe versus the Musket and Bayonet (a series), 
by James Macknight, W.S., Editor of the " Life of Lochiel " and of the '* Memoir 
of the Master of Sinclair;" "Highland Folk-lore, " by the Rev. Alex. Stewart; 
••Nether Ix)chaber;" •' Pre historic Names of Weapons,'' by Hector Maclean; 
" The Prose and Poetry of a Highland Croft," by the Editor ; *' Sonnets Descriptive 
of Ix)chawe," by Evan MacColl ; '* An Echo of Celttc Etymologies,'' by Donald 
Macgregor; Unpublished '* Lives of the Bards;" Papers on "Gaelic Orthography,*' 
and various other subjects ; as also Original Poetry, by John Mackenzie of the 
** Beauties/' Translations of '*Conlaoch and Guhona,'" by ^Eneas Paulus ; 
•* Sketches, " by Torquil, <tc., &c. 

Among other Contributors will be found -.—The Rev. George Gilfillan ; The 
Very Rev. Ulick J. Canon Bourke, M.R.LA., President of St. Jarlath's College, 
Tuam; The Rev. John Darrogh, M.A, Portree; The Rev. John Macpherson, 
Lairg ; Dr Charles Mackay, the Poet ; Dr Thomas Maclauchlan ; Wm. Jolly,^ 
H.M. Inspector of Schools; Archibald Farquharson, Tiree ; The Rev. A. C. 
Sutherland, B.D., Strathbraan ; John Cameron Macphee, President of the Gaelic 
Society of London ; Evan G. Mackenzie, Inverness ; Minnie Littlejohn, Knock- 
fin, and other well-known writers on Celtic subjects, Traditions, and Folk-Lore. 

Annual Subscription, 6s. in advance; per Post, 7s. Credit, 8s. ; per Post, 9s. 
Foreign Postage additional. 

May be ordered from all Booksellers, or from the Publishers. 

2 Hamilton Place, Inverness. A. & W. MACKENZIE. 

AUSTRALIAN AGENTS^GoRDOii & Gotch, Melbourne, Sydney, & Brisbane. 



THE PROPHECIES OF THE BRAHAN SEER {COINNEACH 
Odkar Fiosaiche)^ now appearing in the Celtic Magazine, by the Editor, will 
be published in May, with a lengthy Introduction and Appendix. Paper covers, is. 6d.; 
limp cloth, 2S., postage 2d. extra. As only a limited number is to be issued, those 
wishing to secure Copies should at once make application. 

A. (& W, Mackenzie^ Celtic Magazine Office. Inverness, 
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LADY JOHN SCOTT'S SONGS. 



DOUGLAS ; JEANIE CAMERON'S DEATH SONG ; 
HER EYES THE GLOW-WORM LEND THEE; ANNIE LAURIE; 

- YOUNG RANDAL ; LAMMERMOOR ; ETTRICK ; 

OSANNA ; §HAME ON YE GALLANTS; SIR BERTRAM; JAMIE IS 

/GANE; KATHERINE LOGIE; DURISDEER; 
YOUR VOICES ARE NOT HUSHED; MOTHER, OH ! SING ME TO 

REST. ^ ' ^ 

24 Stamps eachy Fost frte. 



0. LONSDALE, 

26 OLID BOasr3D S1?"E?/EE1T, 

; X^ONDOK. : ... 

AN T-ORANAICHE 

(The Songster). 

A NEW volume of popular Gaelic Songs, most of which liave^-never 

before appeared in any Collection. 

V The work will be completed in five parts, and will form a hand- 
isome' volume of song. 

PRICE, 1/6 per Part, or Post free fbr 1/8. 

GLASGOW: 

.'Archibald Sinclair, 62 Argyle Street; R. Macgregor & Co., 
45 Bridge Street. 



ALL Lovers of Music willfiud the Greatest variety and most ex- 
. tensive Stock of MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS in the City tc 



City to 
select from at 

A.CAMPBELL'S 

IIW lUilOlL llSTEUMilT ElFOEIUl. 

77 JAMAICA STREET, GLASGOW, 
Established 1840. . 

My celebrated (^Concertinas, Accordians, Melodians, Flutes, Music 
Strings, &c., are only to be had at the above Address. 

Old and New VIOLINS, MUSICAL BOXES, CORNETS, 

VIOLIN-CASES, &c. 

20-KEYED CONCERTINAS, at 3/, 'i^l^, 4/6, 5/6, and 6/. 

A Detailed Price List post free on application. 
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